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“For I learned about teachers from you.” 


COMPLIMENTS 


Once Bob Carter said I had nice hair; 

“Chuck” Weill wondered how anyone could know so 
much; 

Many pupils have brought me flowers, 

Also boxes of candy; 

But what pleased me most 

Was when Mike exclaimed; 

“Gee, Miss Brown, you're not a bit like a teacher, 

You’re so human.” 
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THE TEACHER’S PAY 


The thrill of seeing the procession go by, 
The privilege of being one with youth; 
Sensing their problems, 

Sharing their sorrows, 

Seeing their joy,— 

Could any labor 

Be more richly requited? 
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MEETING THE NEED 


They say we are not thorough. 

In their day 

Pupils knew the three R’s perfectly. 
This is a complex age 

With multifarious interests. 

Our school is a stone 

Of many facets; 

Each throwing light on some new phase of life, 
Or meeting new needs. 

Are we wrong, I wonder, 

Offering Art Appreciation 

And Woodshop 

Along with Arithmetic? 
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A VOCATION 


I began teaching because it was a lady-like profession, 

I continued because I was not fitted for anything else. 

For two years I taught commas, meter, 

And the history of literature 

With true normal-school zeal, arrogant and condescend 
ing. 

Suddenly I began to teach children. 

Each new term I strive to make plain 

To the eager young minds 

What it all means. 

My evening prayers always contain a plea 

That the crumbs I am privileged to scatter 

May be worthy. 
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INDIVIDUALITY 


On the first day of school 

They pour into their seats, 

Little nonentities, 

All frowsy, 

All the same, 

Like so much batter in cake-rings. 

Then they begin to rise, 

Each reveals a separate sweetness and a worth 


All his own. 
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TIMES DO CHANGE 


My mother’s school master 
Used a long ferule 

To preserve order. 

My instructors I regarded 
With adoration 

Or with awe. 

Flossie sticks her head in my door. 
Crying, 

“Come on, old dear, 

Don’t keep the gang waiting,— 
You'll have to sit on my lap.” 
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PROGRESS 


Four years ago the teachers were lecturing about short 
dresses, 

Last year it was bobbed hair and colored slippers. 

Every term there seems to be something to harp on,— 

Something 

That a few years later 

We shall be doing ourselves. 
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DEMOCRACY 


Intensive training, they say, 
Produced leaders. 

-Is it better to have five men 
That are mental experts, 

Or fifty thousand 

That have had a glimpse 

Of what life may mean? 
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INTERCEPTED 


Jimmy sits in the front row; 

Across the aisle is Flossie. 

Today as I turned from the board 

I intercepted a look, 

Holy as altar fires, 

That flamed from youth to youth. 

I caught my breath. 

All afternoon I’ve felt old and lonesome. 
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CODDLING IN EDUCATION 


I follow them around the halls for late papers; 

I beg them to take the best and let the dross go; 

I worry over their grades while they shoot chalk. 
Yesterday 

I had a letter from Ned Thompson 

Thanking me for persuading him to go to Yale. 
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VICARIOUS PRAISE 


Before the School Bond elections 
Teachers receive many pamphlets 
From the School Board, 

Bidding them pass the Good Word 
To parents of their flock; 

Asking the teacher’s co-operation, 
Also their after-school hours; 
Praising their intelligence. 

There are pageants, 

Which the teachers write, 

And costume, 

And train, 

And put through. 

When the Bonds carry, 

The School Board publicly thanks— 
The children. 
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MISPLACED SYMPATHY 


“Poor old school-teacher,” 

Croons the sentimentalist. 

Perhaps, 

As to the possessions of the world; 
Yet how rich 

In the vicarious extension of life 
Through the youth 

With whom 


We come in contact. 
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COMMON GROUND 


{ waxed enthusiastic over the gerundive; 

I grew eloquent in consideration of mood and voice 

When I started in zealously on subjective complements, 

I saw Mike’s eyes feasting hungrily on the hills 

Whose pine-crested tops he could see through the 
windows. 

I closed the grammar 

And read to the class Keat’s Ode on a Grecian Urn. 

Mike’s eyes traveled back from the hilltops 

And smiled into mine. 


We had both visioned the vale of Tempe. 
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GIFTS 


Before I came to high school, 

I taught in the grades. 

Each morning Ikey Stein brought me roses 

Which he had gathered in the cemetery. 

Patsy O’Reilly presented me with three battered tooth- 
brushes : 

His father was a garbage collector. 
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AMONG OTHER PROBLEMS 


Tom shambled into my conference-room 

And lounged in a chair; 

The pool of his clear honest eyes was troubled. 
He liked the Girl, he said, awfully, 

But he wished 

She’d not “paw” him, 

They weren’t engaged or anything. 

Last evening he’d told her so; 

In fact had gone into it 

At some length. 

When he’d finished 

She’d said; 

“Oh, Tom, I just love to hear you talk like that! 
Kiss me, sweetie.” 

And she’d sat on his lap. 

What was he to do? 
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GWEN 


I sent for Gwendolyn Hall’s mother, 

She must be made to understand 

That silken hose and spangled gowns 

Were not for school. 

Other girls could not afford them; 

Besides, the lack of taste. 

She came, 

A shawl over her faded cotton dress. 

“T’m a washerwoman, 

I never had nothin’ pretty. 

I mean Gwen shall have the best 

If it means rubbing the skin from my knuckles.” 
Tears came into the old eyes. 

I, too, pledged myself that Gwen should have the best— 
Though it might mean discarding spangles. 
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JENNIE 


I seem singularly fortunate in having 

Some little wren-like person always ready 
To take me under her wing. 

This term it has been Jennie McGregor. 

It is Jennie that arranges the flowers 

That Flossie brings; 

It is Jennie that takes the voll 

And hangs up my slips; 

It is Jennie that reminds me of faculty-meeting. 
Jennie disapproves of the football boy’s Bog 
In my sanctum; 

I can see that my levity in class 

Frequently pains her, 

As does my predilection 

For such unclassical writers 

As Christopher Morley and David Grayson. 
She is genuinely concerned over my wellfare 
After her graduation. 

This morning she ventured to suggest 

That maybe J might still get married— 

If I tried hard enough. 
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MARJORIE 


Suggesting red flannel under the shabby frock, 
Wearing cotton stockings and high shoes 
While other girls wore silk and pumps, 
Marjorie sat among her smarter sisters 

With a dreamy abstraction that set her apart. 
It was with frank curiosity 

That I drove her home 

The day she sprained her ankle. 

Her dwelling was a tent 

Pitched on the canyon-side; 

Her mother, a consumptive, fading gently 
Into the shadows; 

Her father, 

Belonging to the earlier days of the pioneers, 
Restless and discontent, 

Seeking frontiers that have vanished 
Without embarrassment Marjorie spoke, 
“T’m glad it was you brought me home. 

I’ve always wanted you to see my view. 
That’s the blue of the ocean over there; 

See how the hill is purpled with lupin 

And gilded with poppies. 

Isn’t it good to be alive?” 
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MAME 


All she thought of was dress, 

Or powdering her nose. 

Helene Arnold, whose parents read with her 

And were sending her to Vassar, 

Was getting high grades. 

Professor Emmet’s son had marked intelligence. 
Why. couldn’t Mame appreciate Milton 

After a whole week on his sonnets? 

I called her into my conference-room. 

She told me her father and mother were both blind. 
I found they were the two beggars I had often pitied 
On the corner of Spring Street. 
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DORIS 


One is apt to get burned fingers 

If one dabbles in divine fire, 

Yet so fatal the consuming flames to young lives 
My hand cannot resist 

Reaching out to draw them back 

Yet a little while 

From its scorching. 

Two babes had just announced their engagement; 
The same day we learned that 

Mary-Eloise had been married for a month. 
Doris glowed as from a candle 

Lit at some inner shrine; 

Yet the pallor of her cheek was not good, 

I entreated her confidence. 

The mention of Martin’s name, 

Like a sesame to the altar; 

Drew the curtain of her lids 

And there shone in her eyes that beautiful look 
That is neither of land nor of sea. 

“Yes,” she said simply, 

“I love him very much 

But we can never marry. 

There’s something all wrong with his lungs, 
You know.” 
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THE HEAVENLY SERIOUSNESS OF YOUTH 


An article from the Atlantic Monthly 
On the Boy’s Religion 

Had turned the channel of talk 

Into serious ports: 

Into considering youth’s hesitancy 

In revealing the deeper. need, 

Of his hunger for the best, 

Of the solution of world problems, 
The inevitable drift toward brotherhood. 
Fearing lest they thought I preached 

I broke the spell with 

“My, but we’re getting serious!” 
Russell’s clear blue eyes darkened. 
“Why shouldn’t we,” he queried, 
“When we’ve such a short time here?” 
I made a mental apology. 

How often we adulterate their food 
When they hunger for spiritual fare! 


=f 21 oe 


STANDARDIZED TESTS 


Frances came to consult me 

About being a teacher. 

She said she was tremendously interested 
In mental tests 

And I. Q.’s 

She planned four years at Normal 

To get the latest methods; 

She considered Education a tremendous thing. 
What did I think of her possibilities? 
I’d seen the child with her baby sister; 
I’d heard what the old lady 

Across the street had said of her: 

In my classes 

I’d watched her eyes flame 

With the beauty 

At the heart of things. 

So I knew the other couldn’t erent) her. 

I told her 

To go ahead. 
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UNANIMOUS 


It distressed me to learn 

That one of our boys 

Had spoken disrespectfully 

Of his Math teacher, 

Had called her a fool. 

Meeting him in the hall 

I asked for a conference, 

Perhaps I could make him see. 
After a well-chosen prelude 

I queried, 

“Aren’t you what you called her?” 
He was genuinely startled 

And protested. 

“Exactly what was it you called her?” [ asked. 
“An old hen,” he confessed. 

I had corralled the wrong boy. 
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ALMOST HUMAN 


The other day 

Our lady. Vice-Principal 

Got onto the street car. 

She was wearing a brand-new dress. 

I heard a woman in the seat back of me 

Remark to her friend: 

“Ain’t it awful the way these women dress? 

You can’t tell school teachers from ladies now-a-days.” 
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COMPENSATIONS 


I labored to keep their attention, 

I’d so much that was fine to give them 

From the feast of the poet’s table. 

Mamie was gazing Narcissus-like into her mirror, 
Dot’s chewing gum occupied her. 

Deedie shrieked at the grasshopper 

Jimmie had thrown on her desk. 

What was the use? 

The bell rang. 

At the door 

Kate, soft-voiced and shy, hesitated: 

“You know what you said 

About not waiting ’till people died to tell ’em things. 
I want to say how much this course has meant to me; 
It’s changed my whole life.” 

My heart did calesthenics in my breast; 

I tripped up to my office, humming happily. 
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PRIMITIVE 


At the game 

I’d been yelling with the lustiest. 

My voice was hoarse, 

The championship was within Hilldale’s reach. 
Then Chuck lay stretched out on the field; 
There was a call for the doctor; 

The bleachers were cheering for him; 

The lines-men were running with bucket and sponge. 
A horrid stillness came over me, 

I closed my eyes: 

“O why do we risk their precious lives 

For such animal sport!” 

Mike put his strong hand on my arm; 

“It’s all right, Miss Brown, 

Chuck is up, 

He was only faking for wind.” 

My eyes snapped open; 

I began cheering again 

With the other wild animals. 
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IN THE DAY’S WORK 


I refused the invitation to the mountains; 

I corrected two hundred papers over the week-end, 
Themes, grammar tests, and spelling. 

When I returned them to the morning class, 
“Brick” chucked his into the waste-basket 

With a “Gee, somebody spilled the red ink!” 

How to make them care! 


—8{ 27 Je 


CHICKEN-PECKED 


George was distinctly uncomfortable 

In the presence of girls; 

But 

Because he was big, 

And good looking, 

And owned a Chevrolet Coupe, 

They pestered him, 

And flicked dust off his coat, 

And left love notes under the Coupe’s door. 
That’s why he’s checking in his text books 
And going to a military school 

Where there is no 

Co-education. 
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VINDICTIVE 


Miss Skelton teaches chemistry ; 

She is a faithful worker for the Y. W. C. A. 

Mr. Mince tips his hat to her every morning; 

I’ve seen her flush at his audacity. 

Sometime I’m going to lock them in the Study Hall 
And compromise them. 
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EENY, MEENY, MINEY, MOE 
The Principal has a hard job, 


He must serve three masters: 

He must obey the voice of Public Opinion, 
(The School Board sees to that) ; 

He must take care of the “Dere Children’, 
(The Community sees to that) ; 

He must consider the teacher, 

(Nobody sees to that). 
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GETTING TOGETHER 


I was sorry when Lou Keeler 

Signed up in my class. 

I felt that she’d spoil that cherished atmosphere 

I strove so hard to create. 

Other teachers spoke of her as aggressive, 

The boys called her fresh. 

Then one afternoon I found her in my office 

A tear-soaked mass of discouragement. 

She told me how her father had misused her mother. 
That she was the only being who knew 

What had killed her. 

Now he was threatening her, 

She lived in terror. . 

The week after the J wails Oficer had found her a home, 
I gave her a front seat 

So that I could see her smile 

And could be sure she understood— 

Conjugations. 
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THROES 


I banged down the top of my desk; 

I should correct no more deadening papers that day. 
The tap at my door proved to be Kate. 
She’d something, she said, 

She’d like to show me. 

Of course they weren’t any good, 

(How her shining eyes belied the words! ) 
But if I’d just read them through. 

I knew what it was to long to create. 

I took the bulky package home. 

There were five hundred sheets 

Entitled “Soul Thoughts.” 
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ADA 


“If I’d only finished school!” 
I begged Ada not to marry 
Till after graduation, 

There were only three months more. 
Knowing the disrupted home, 
I feared it was a question 

Of getting away from things, 
As much as of love. 

A year later she came back, 
Showed me her bruised arms, 
He had beaten her, 

Was a drunken brute. 

Would I help her get away? 
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GIRL SHY 


Roger told me 

He was not like most boys, 

He didn’t go in for Janes; 

Only knew 

About two girls in school. 
“But,” I protested, “I’ve seen you 
Holding hands with six 

At least.” 

He answered: 

“Oh, you don’t have to know ’em 
For that.” 
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A QUESTION OF PHRASEOLOGY 


I’m continually after the hall-lizards, 
Girls that help the boys 

Support the walls. 

I called two offenders 

Into my office. 

I spoke eloquently 

On the dignity of our institution of learning, 
Of the inappropriateness 

Of their conduct. 

“How,” I made inquiry, “would a visitor 
Designate such an entrance 

As that our school presents?” 

“Dunno,” said Ardis, 

“We kids call it a ‘spoon-holder’.” 
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WASTE 


Edward Bok is right 

When he says that 

Waste 

Is an American crime. 

Grandmother used thumb papers 

To keep her books clean. 

Chuck’s grammar is a portrait gallery, 
Mary Butler puts arms and legs on all her o’s. 
The Self-Governing Board 

Is trying to aid us 

In teaching respect 

For other men’s property. 

It’s a long road. 
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ROSALIE 


Rosalie Myers was graduated 

With the respectful admiration of her classmates 
And a chorus of praise 

From her instructors. 

Could this Freshman, 

Loud and hand-painted, 

Be her sister ? 

Her grades were so low, I ventured; 
“What would Rosalie think of you?” 
She turned in a passion: 

“It’s Rosalie that’s responsible. 

She was always perfect—and a bore. 
No one asked her 

To parties. 

At Christmas she gave me a compact 
With Pumkin Rouge 

And told me 

To go to it.” 
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SALVAGE 


For discipline 

Billy was seated in the Principal’s office. 
He saw them bring in 

To the Lost and Found 

The salvage of the day,— 
Wrist-watches, 

Silver pencils, 

Vanity cases, and the rest. 

After a thoughtful pause, he asked, 
“What do they pay you?” 

“O a dollar a day,” parried the Chief, 
“That ain’t much,” said the boy, 
Whose father was a plumber, 

“But.” 

With a wink toward the closet, 

“You get what they find.” 
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IN THE USUAL WAY 


Anna had gone to Stanford; 

It was two years 

Before she came back 

To look us over. 

She’d been a girl noted for brilliancy 
And originality. 

So we held our breath for her comment. 
“Gracious,” she exclaimed, 

“Is that little thing in high school? 
Why the pupils get younger 

Every year.” 
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MALPRACTICE 


We teach democracy in all our classes; 
The constitution and freedom of speech 
Have become tremendously popular. 
Yet should a teacher intimate 

That she has a right 

To a voice in the school board election; 
That she suspects that the anti-labor newspaper 
Is backing the wrong candidate; 

That because a man holds a public office 
He is not necessarily endowed 

With divine intelligence; 

That the local politicians 

Are not all they should be;— 

She is not called liberal-minded, 

She is fired. 
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NOT MELLIN FOOD 


In Study Hall today 

I took a lurid-back novel 

Away from Clarice Ritter. 

It was called “The Purple Passion.” 
I warned her 

Not to waste her God-given intellect on such trash, 
To spend the remainder of the period 
On Pope’s Essay on Man. 

I was about to consign the Passion 
To the waste basket. 

When a phrase intrigued me; 

I took it home and finished it in bed. 
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LOOKING INTO THE FUTURE 


I was asked to speak 

At the P. T. A. 

My subject was 

Books. 

I mentioned that in books 

One found 

Wings, 

And gold for the minting, 

And food on the shelves. 

After I had ended, 

An eager-eyed matron 

Made her way through the cohort of tea-cups 
And the platoon of assembled sandwiches 
To ask me to suggest 

A reading list 

For her son: 

He was eighteen months old. 
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AUTOMOBILES ARE DISPLACING FIRESIDES 
The Deserted Village led the class 


To consider the parson in fiction. 

I spoke of the Bishop in Les Miserables. 

Not a spark of intelligence 

Flicked under the eyelids. 

“Who is Victor Hugo?” I made inquiry more sternly. 

A fly buzzing on the window-pane was the only sound. 
After class Chuck said 

He thought it was a new make of automobile. 
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TRIFLES 


Uriel Pinskie’s father 

Wrote an excuse for his son’s absence. 
“Dere teacher”, it said, 

“Excuse Uriel, 

His mother ran away with another man 


17? 


My God! It is annoying! 
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DUTCH CLEANSER 


The dear Women 

Of the Federated Clubs 

And of the P. T. A. 

Have started a crusade 

Against illiteracy. 

They’ve pledged themselves 

That by 1930 

Every child in America shall be able to read. 
What club, I wonder, 

Shall interest itself 

In what is read 

And the morality of the instruction? 


maf AS Yo 


SUBTERFUGE 


Four bells sounded for faculty-meeting. 
The Principal was absent. 

The Vice-Principal orated passionately 
On her favorite hobby. 

We lifted interested, intelligent faces 
Toward her. 

All the time we were thinking, 

“When shall we get home?” 
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THE ROGUE’S WAY 


Bob smiled at me impishly, 

I might have guessed. 

“I spent eight hours over my English last night”, 

He boasted. 

I bit; 

My heart thumped with joy, 

One more sheep to the fold. 

“Yes,” he chortled, “the book lay under my bed all 
night!” 
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GERHARDT 


Gerhardt had exhausted my patience; 

He was older than the average,— 

Old enough to appreciate the value of the classics. 
“You must spend more time on outside reading,” 
I stormed. 

Then I learned that the lad was back in school 
After three years in the iron shops. 

He’d had to support an invalid mother 

And three younger brothers. 

The boys were in school now, 

And the mother was anxious that he have 

An education. 

So that by working from midnight till five-thirty 
He could come to school 

And study Shakespeare. 
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PASSING THE TORCH 


The mother of one of my problems 
Has just left. 

Like wee sky-craft 

Lingering on the mountain clefts 
After the cloud fleet has drifted on, 
So her wistfulness 

Hovers yet in my room. 

Just as her mother’s position 

Was an advance over the grandmother’s, 
So must she pass on her child 

A little better than herself. 

What richer fruit of progress 
Could there be? 
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THE COMMON DENOMINATOR 


Dear transparent motherhood, 
Bosoms for tired heads, 

Cushions for lame feet, 

Wind-breaks for young adventurers, 
Sweet-toned phonographs voicing the same tune. 
In nine cases out of ten 

The song runs thus: 

“Willie is a good boy 

If you just know how to handle him. 
He can’t be driven 

But he’ll do anything 

If you praise him.” 

The tenth parent 

Knows this is true, 

But leaves you 

To find it out. 
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HARVEST 


Spires rise to attest the architect’s labor; 
Canvases reveal the painter’s successes; 
Also his failures. 

Doctors bury theirs 

A school teacher digs and Blass 

Always with the fond hope 

‘That sometime, somewhere, there may be 
A garnering. 
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METING OUT PUNISHMENT 


Our Math teacher is big and burly; 

He has a way of terrorizing my girls. 
Today with one of them weeping hysterically 
In my office, 

I sent for him 

And made him watch her cry. 

He was frantic, 

Ready to make reparation 

With anything from an ice-cream cone 

To an “A” in Algebra. 

I dismissed him 

Before he was quite unmanned. 

Someday he’ll have a daughter of his own. 
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GEOGRAPHY 


The school teacher’s week 
Is a goodly state; 

It is bounded on the north 
By Blue Monday, 

On the south 

By Good Friday. 
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ALUMNI DAY 


They’ve filled the halls all day, 

Squealed at the sight of familiar faces, 

Bridged time and space in vigorous embrace, 
Visited classes, 

Buzzed like bees over sweet confidences in my office, 
Exhibited husbands, or babies, 

Or both. 

Such fine, upstanding, youth, 

My heart is singing paeans of praise. 
Home-coming day at high school 

Always reassures me 

That in the hands of these stalwart young people 
The world is, indeed, 


Safe for democracy. 
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DON 


Upon Don the school had bestowed 
Its choicest honors; 

Student-body president, 

Class chairman, 

Valedictorian. 

He had won honors in oratory, 

In dramatics, 

And as football captain; 

Yet was he unspoiled. 

As he stood on the platform 

At Commencement, 

Uttering serious youthful words of admonition 
As to the nation’s conduct, 

My heart yearned over his future. 

We give you, O World, 

This youth, 

Strong of body, clean of mind, big of heart; 
Live up to his expectations of you; 
Let not disillusionment cloud his day. 
Show him only your worth 

And the pure gold of his youth 

Shall become the dearest 

Of his country’s treasures. 
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EDUCATION 


Each day I learn more 

Than I teach; 

I learn that half knowledge of another’s life 

Leads to false judgment; 

I learn that there is a surprising kinship 

In human nature; 

I learn that it’s a wise father who knows his own son; 
I learn that what we expect we get; 

I learn that there’s more good than evil in this world; 
That age is a question of spirit; 

That youth is the best of life 

No matter how numerous its years; 

I learn how much there is to learn. 
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TO THE CRITICS 


[t is a strenuous world 

That has been wished on the present-day youth. 
Problems, 

Indusirial, political, moral, 

Surge in the air. 

Moving picture, radio, and automobile 
Have helped to create an environment 
That, like a mighty rushing torrent, 

Is sweeping the world. 

The younger generation 

Knee-deep in its waters 

Is trying valiantly 

To utilize the energy of the current, 
While we stand on the shore, 
Wringing our hands, 

And criticize their bathing-suits. 
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MOTHERS-IN-HEART 


They have such need, 

These arrogant young ones. 

They put on paint and flippancy to hide it 
But I sense the hurt underneath: 

The quarrels in the homes, 

The hunger for what others have, 
Sometimes for bread. 

I cut my heart into a thousand pieces 

That there may be a bit for each, 

There is so much mothering to be done. 
Perhaps that’s why God hasn’t blessed more teachers 
With children of their own. 


~a6f 58 


ANTIQUATED 


Mr. Edison says 

That the radio will supplant the teacher. 

Already one may learn languages by means of Victrola 
records. 

The moving picture will visualize 

What the radio fails to get across. 

Teachers will be relegated to the backwoods, 

With fire horses, 

And long-haired women; 

Or, perhaps, shown in museums. 

Education will become a matter 

Of pressing the button. 

Perhaps I can get a position at the switch-board. 
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VOTES FOR THE EIGHT-HOUR DAY 


My watch says it’s twelve o’clock. 

I'd best call it 

A day’s work. 

There was that conference before school 

With the boy who had to go to work after the eighth; 
One class on the heels of the next 

Till noon. 

We carried our lunches to room 140 

For an English conference. 

My free hour was given to the rehearsal of the play. 
Tests for absentees 

Were wedged in with class-room committees; 

I don’t remember 

When I wrote the verses for the Press Club, 

Or the letter of recommendation for Helen, 

Or filled out the questionaire, 

Or the college application for Ruth, 

And telephoned Russell’s mother. 

I know David dropped in 

To tell me of his comp. class at U. C. 

And was aggrieved 

That I could talk 

Only as I hurried to a meeting. 

The afternoon classes were followed by the debate, 
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I had promised to be a judge. 

Faculty meeting came at four,— 

While the Book Club I was to chaperone 
Waited impatiently to toast weenies in the park. 
Home, 

Bed invited a tired body 

But the stack of papers prevailed. 

My watch says it’s twelve o’clock. 

No cold cream tonight. 

Well, 


“It’s a great life if you don’t weaken!” 


